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Dunlop, whom I understand you are particu-
larly acquainted with. As I had the pleasure
of perusing your poems, I felt a partiality for
the author, which I should not have experienced
had you been in a more dignified station. I
wrote a few verses of address to you which I did
not then think of e'vef presenting;'. but as for-
tune seems to have favoured me in this, by
bringing me Into a family, by whom you are
well known and much esteemed, and where per-
haps I may have an opportunity of seeing you,'
I shall, in hopes of your future friendship, take
the liberty to transcribe them.

FAIR fa? the honest rustic' swain,
The pride o' ay our Scottish plain;
Thou gi'es us joy to hear thy strain,

And notes sae sweet:
Old Ramsay's shade reviv'd again
IE thee we greet.

Lov?d Thalia, that delightfu* muse,
Seem'd laug shut up as a recluse;
To all she did her aid refuse,

Since Allan's day:
Till Burns arose, then did she chuse

To grace his lay.
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